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I returned to the monastery for my lunch, and after
being congratulated for obtaining a safe-conduct, I
hired a guide and a couple of horses, and rode up the
steep flank of Gerizim to see the ruins of the ancient*
Temple of the Samaritans. It was a long and weary
climb, and, in mercy to the animal, I had to do most
of it on foot, though my Arab guide saw no sense in
hiring a mount and then walking himself, and sturdily
declined to alight.
There was nothing much to be seen on the towering
crest of the mountain, except a heap of tumbled
rubble and weathered grey stones. The Temple has
been destroyed so many times, and a succession of
conquerors, Romans, Byzantines, Crusaders and Sara-
cens, have improvised castles out of the ruins so that
the whole plan is lost, and seems, at least to an un-
trained eye like mine, impossible to reconstitute.
But the view looking down on to the bare, rocky
narrow gut between the facing mountains of Ebal and
Gerizim, was superb. It was so easy to imagine the
ceremony of the Blessing and the Cursing, as I stood
there, and my guide assured me that the acoustics of
the valley were such that every word could have been
heard by the two multitudes. Joshua viii, 33 and 34
has the whole scene described in a few words.
** And all Israel, and their elders, and officers, and
their judges, stood on this side the ark arid on that
side before the priests of the Levites . . . half of
them over against Mount Gerizim, and half of them
over against Mount Ebal; as Moses the servant of the
Lord had commanded before, that they should bless
the people of Israel.